Q What Happen To 
In the roaring traffic's boom 
In the silence of my lonely room ? 


A Smothered by Be bop a loo bah she's my baby! 
Be bop a loo bah! don’t mean maybe! 


Q | mean where did it go after that? 


A Nowhere. Nothing goes anywhere. It’s still here. 
Everything mishmashing together! 


Q Isn't that all too headachey? Noisy and busy? 


A Can’t hear a word you’re saying! 


